
Bereft & Rooted 

 

Background 

 

Most women who experience the adulthood I have had usually have at least one instance 

in their childhood that echoes a pattern of abuse. Looking back I can honestly say there was no 

pattern or maltreatment aside from my own mental processing. I didn’t truly accept and learn 

about the equality of men and women until I was in my mid-20’s. Instead, I always saw men as 

superior and women as subservient. Due to my ever introspective mind, I am quick to say or 

think this mindset was dreamt up solely by me as a child; however, children are a product of 

their environment, so if I were to dive deeper into this, I can begin by looking at my surrounding 

factors. Growing up in the Midwest as a Southern Baptist I can surmise that I probably took 

scriptures out of context or too literally because the church and family couldn’t be to blame - 

they were relatively healthy. Most of the women in my family were always ready to help their 

husbands and family but I wouldn’t necessarily say they are or were “subservient”. Although 

they’re not necessarily what most would consider “feminist” either. The majority of the adult 

romantic relationships I witnessed played into traditional gender roles but everyone involved 

seemed happy with the unspoken arrangement; at the very least, no one was bitterly outspoken 

about a lack of fulfillment.  

When I began therapy for the trauma I incurred as an adult, the therapist wanted to delve 

into my childhood and I indulged her. I thought my upbringing was fairly normal. I didn’t have 

everything I wanted but I never went without necessities either. My parents were a “normal” 

couple, they fought just like everyone else yet they parented far better than anyone else. They 

were honest, open, vulnerable, strong, and fun. I was decidedly a “daddy’s girl”. I idolized my 

father and I’m only now beginning to think that could be where the negative patterns began. 

Because my father would never, ever hurt me, it was safe for me to think the world of him. 

Unfortunately, I transferred these feelings and expectations to other men where I thought men 

were always worthy of my attention and adoration. Couple this with an incredibly naive 

 



worldview where I thought everyone was protecting my best interests as much as I was theirs, I 

was ripe to be taken advantage of (not to justify any of my abuser’s actions).  

I was recently reminded that I grew up during a time when feminism was on the rise in 

the U.S.’s popular culture (1980’s and 1990’s); therefore, it was likely confusing to my child self 

who tried to understand how her technically old-fashioned family fit into this new version of 

loud, smart mouthed, fully capable, business-minded female figure as displayed in the media. In 

spite of the media’s new version of woman, the narrative that rang more true to me was that men 

were in fact running the world, holding all the power, holding all the money, and getting what 

they wanted - today we would call what I took in as a fact, that men ran the world, “a lack of 

[powerful female] representation”. If you’re curious, this truly is why representation is 

important. It wasn’t until I was 28 and I met Emma, my first outspoken feminist friend, that I 

began to broaden my scope and expectations of women, including my expectations of myself. 

This is not to say I didn’t have feminist friends before but I was finally willing to hear and apply 

what she had to say. Then I met Tineka. And Reese. And Yana. And Elena. Then I started 

recognizing the feminist in every woman. And finally I met the feminist side of myself. So what 

happened between being a “daddy's girl” and meeting Emma?  

 

Teenagehood 

 

During my teenage years I began a journey of knowing myself and fulfilling my purpose 

in life which was and is to help others. In fact, I was called to be a missionary. My family 

relocated to the West coast from St. Louis, more specifically the San Francisco Bay area where 

every one of us experienced culture shock. All of a sudden I was blessed with a diverse group of 

people that allowed me to open my eyes and heart to other cultures and religions. It was a steep 

learning curve and I have no doubt I put my foot in my mouth on more than one occasion. When 

I told people I wanted to be an international missionary they would almost always say, “why 

international? You have a mission field right here.” I'm not certain why but I had felt called to 

serve in Africa, so I brushed them off by saying, “America already has everything, we have 

 



churches on every corner, if the people wanted to hear about God they know where to go.” 

Teenage disdain at it’s finest. 

My purpose in helping others took me around the world. I went on mission trips annually 

to build new or improve upon existing infrastructure or teach vacation Bible school to kids 

whose local churches didn't have the resources to provide such activities.  

In Hong Kong a girl from our group of street evangelists gave her testimony that included 

childhood molestation and for some reason that stuck with me, I thought if nothing bad ever 

happens to me, then I’ll have nothing to tell - no heroic story. I didn’t welcome this level of 

horror in my life but my hindsight can’t deny that wasn’t a significant part of my current 

testimony. If you’re reading this and you don’t have a story similar to mine or if nothing “bad” 

has ever happened to you, the world needs to hear your story as well: one of steadfastness, faith, 

and stability. Plus, women coming out of trauma don’t necessarily only need people who can 

commiserate and empathize, we need people who can listen and be pillars because your life is far 

more effortlessly consistent and calm. 

 At 13 years old, I went to Hong Kong, from 13-18 I went to Mexico every year. Finally, 

in the summer of my last year of high school I went to East London, South Africa. I raised the 

funds by speaking in front of my church at the time, petitioning our international missions 

committee, asking family, and working a part time job. Not only did I need to pay for my plane 

tickets but also for my stay, my food, passport renewal, and for my immunizations. One 

anonymous donor sent me letters of encouragement written in an uncommon tribal handwriting 

along with $50-$75 in each envelope from an unfamiliar address. Each letter was signed off as 

an African animal like, “The Lion” or “The Elephant”. Finally, June 2002 was when I departed! I 

went to my bedroom to grab my bags and my sister waited on my bed with a black leather Bible 

in her hand saying she wanted to talk. She told me how proud of me she was and said I'd 

probably need a new Bible (mine was the same Precious Moments one I’d had since 3rd grade). I 

thanked her and she instructed me to read the inscription. It was from The Lion! Turns out she 

was so proud I was accomplishing a life goal of mine at a relatively young age, that she took it 

upon herself to become a secret donor. In fact, she went to four different counties to mail the 

letters that if you were to map them, together, they'd make a cross. This act of generosity and 

 



support still brings a tear to my eye. As you keep reading, you’ll see her selfless generosity 

doesn’t stop there.  

Fall that same year I started school at a local community college in an effort to eventually 

earn a bachelor's degree in child development while I was working as a tutor at an educational 

center. I have searched the recesses of my mind and I cannot find a time in my life where I ever 

felt more complete and more authentically me.  

 

First Trauma 

 

By 18, I grew tired of only dating Christian guys. I had never been single from 13 years 

of age to 18 and they were all Christian so I decided I would have a miniature rebellion and date 

“secular” guys only. To this day I have no idea what prompted me to do this and I do not believe 

there’s any correlation nor a causation between that decision and what happened. I believe the 

two are mere coincidences within the same time frame. At this time I had just broken up with my 

boyfriend, my high school prom date, who I thoroughly enjoyed dating, but we were 

unfortunately not well matched at the time so we parted ways. Naturally my girlfriends took my 

single self out! And by “out” I mean the same reliable place we went every weekend.  

My friends and I would go dancing at a nightclub in San Francisco frequently - more than 

once a weekend, almost every weekend - from the time I was 16 til I was 19. We enjoyed 

dancing and the attention we received from guys which was innocent, or so I thought. Had I 

known what I know now I wouldn’t have been so carefree or nonchalant about teasing a guy 

because regardless of the fact that I wouldn’t be responsible for his actions, I prefer to be a 

considerate human being and not taunt someone, albeit unintentionally. Every weekend all of us 

girls would have a goal to either get a dancing partner or a phone number. I met several young 

men who I’m still friends with to this day and enjoy hearing about their success(es) through 

social media. One night, I met him. I can’t remember the night I met him, but I can remember the 

night he took me to home. 

We met in January at that nightclub before I turned 19, he was 25. He lived in the East 

bay and I lived in North bay; at about 50 miles apart, it was quite a trek for either of us to see 

 



each other. He was the quintessential “bad boy” who had what sounded like a hard life compared 

to someone like me. His family life was murky, he did drugs, he drank; but when we were 

together, I felt electrified in his company. I felt special, I was smitten. When we first started 

dating he would drive up to my city, pick me up, open doors, pay for dates, met my parents, etc. 

From my perspective, it didn’t seem like he was a different person in front of me versus his 

friends or my parents so I thought he was genuine, I thought he was truthful, I thought he was 

deserving.  

I write all of the following as a cautionary tale to you ladies reading this who were or are 

just as naive as I was. I do not hold any bitterness or animosity toward this man who was in my 

life for a brief but significant period; however, the lessons I have learned do not need to be 

repeated in other women’s lives. This is my aim with this mini book: to prevent violent acts 

toward females through experience based education. Please take notes and share and discuss, 

when appropriate, with future generations. For your convenience, certain text is featured in 

bolded purple, the official color for domestic violence awareness, so you can really pinpoint 

where the red flags, or warning signs for future danger, are throughout my experiences which 

should have indicated to me I was in unhealthy relationships. Red flags can consist of, but are 

not limited to, a mixture of behaviors and speech chosen carefully by the abuser to control and 

manipulate through fear. Red flags can also show up through the abuser laying a groundwork of 

trust and codependence (i.e. gift giving, establishing reliability, offering favors, etc.).  

Back to this initially dangerous relationship: While at a movie… 

 

about a month into the relationship, he said, “I think we love each other.”  

 

Naturally, I fell for it and agreed. So the first red flag was the fact that he moved too 

quickly by saying, “I love you,”. Furthermore, he wouldn’t take the responsibility for it, notice 

how he said it, he said, “I think we love each other,” not “I. love. you.” When someone 

supposedly falls quickly, take notice and do not feel pressured to immediately agree. I was naive 

and thought this was a natural turn of events but looking back, I believe this was a power grab. 

He was seeing what boundaries he could push and he was trying to get me to rely on him. Often 

 



people who have abusive tendencies want you to buy into them, their personalities, and 

eventually get you to believe you can’t survive without them. It’s part of a fear tactic and it’s a 

level of security for them, that they’ll always have a “play thing” until they’re bored and choose 

to discard their prey. I don’t believe all abusers consciously think this way but establishing 

dominance through fear, intimidation, manipulation, and codependency are major keys to a more 

complete lifestyle for them.  

 

All subsequent dates from that night forward were at my expense.  

 

I didn’t drive at the time so I took the bus to the BART which is about a three hour 

mission and at the time was about $15 one-way. That is the second red flag. Like the comedian, 

Iliza Shlesinger says, “If he likes you, he’ll show up.” It’s too true that a man will not only take 

time out of his schedule to see you but he will sacrifice other interests to see you if he’s 

interested. The reason this is a red flag is because it’s yet another way he pushed a boundary to 

see what he could get away with. It’s natural for people to push boundaries for many reasons but 

if you speak up and the person still isn’t meeting you figuratively and literally halfway, there’s a 

reason. More than likely he will push other boundaries, possibly more serious boundaries, until 

he goes too far. It’s up to you to either put up with it or drop him until he gets his act together or 

you find someone else who will reciprocate your efforts. Of course there’s always option #3: to 

not date altogether. 

Here’s an example of how a real man shows up for a woman, in part because of his innate 

chivalrous nature, but possibly because of his feelings toward the female as well. My Mom and 

Dad were dating two different people when they met in college. One day she found herself with a 

flat tire and a boyfriend who was dressed in all white. Since he didn’t want to get dirty he went 

in to class and left her to deal with the emergency. Her best friend ran to get a man who would 

soon be my father to help my Mom. He found her, got down in the mud, and changed her tire. 

She broke up with the manchild, and stayed married and faithful to my father until he passed, 40 

years later. Moral of the story for men: if you want her or want to keep her; show up (but also 

 



respect her). Moral of the story for women: don’t tolerate anything less than a man who 

reciprocates your effort. 

The next few red flags are beyond red flags. They are S.O.S. flare guns that should have 

had me running for the hills but because I believe everyone is innately good and I couldn’t have 

even begun to fathom his future jailable acts toward me, I continued to date him. We were 

hanging out with some of his buddies and… 

 

he put a joint to my mouth and told me to smoke it, 

 

I said no. I had to refuse quite a few times before his buddies stepped in and said, “She 

said, ‘no’”! He knew I didn’t drink, I didn’t smoke, and I was a virgin; he knew I abstained from 

everything by choice, yet he couldn’t respect it, it was almost a game to him. Again, he was 

pushing boundaries to see how easy of a target I was. Ladies, if he cannot respect you when you 

say no to anything, run and don’t look back. This last one makes me yell at myself every time I 

think about it. While on the phone I noticed he was distracted and when I asked him what was 

capturing his attention, he said, “I should kill you for insurance money.” Apparently he was 

watching an infomercial or a “Snapped!”-esque show about life insurance policies. I think 

everyone would call me crazy for staying with him at this point. So, last red flag: 

 

if he says anything about harming you or anyone or anything: LEAVE. 

 

On to that fateful night. I will not go into details here. I just want you to be aware of what 

you could do in this situation that would make it safer for you if you were ever in one similar to 

this. I had several opportunities for the event to not transpire but I didn’t take them. I didn’t 

consciously have a, “nothing bad will ever happen to me,” mentality but nevertheless, I think I 

assumed nothing would, at least on a subconscious level. Rape was such a foreign concept to me 

and even at this age I still had very antiquated notions about what causes a man to take advantage 

of a woman. I was still under the media-inspired influence that to be sexually taken advantage of, 

you would have had to wear something skimpy or otherwise provoke him. So, when I went home 

 



with him that night I didn’t think anything of it aside from knowing I would have to lie to my 

parents about where I was.  

He and his friends would be at the same nightclub that night and since my girlfriend and I 

were going anyway, he suggested we meet up with them. We arrived within a half an hour of 

each other and since we didn’t get to see each other often, I didn’t want to leave quickly. My 

friend took one look at him and his friends and wanted to leave immediately. We argued and 

although she was right, I took his side. She left. I stayed. He and I had a great remainder of the 

night at the club. Then it was time to go to his house, or rather the detached garage in which he 

stayed outside his friend’s house. I thought we would go to sleep after a very PG-13 moment and 

he disagreed. What followed was all news to me: he expressed his anger and impatience about 

my virginity, he was irritated because his friends were teasing him about me and questioning the 

validity of my claims, and regardless of my behavior and despite my disputes, he simply 

overpowered me. 

As devastating as that was, I have since gone to counseling and successfully worked on 

forgiving him. He has been forgiven and I truly hope he is doing well and has learned from that 

night. Although I am not grateful this happened and I am by no means attempting to glorify it, I 

share it with you to help you and those you share this with, learn from my mistakes. I am 

absolutely not responsible for his illegal behavior but upon further analysis, I could have handled 

a few things differently: 

 

1) I should have known and heeded the red flags leading up to that night; 

2) I should have petitioned a restraining order and ceased communication with him 

when he said he would kill me for insurance money; 

3) I could have been more streetwise instead of thinking violence is something that 

only happens to “other people”; 

4) I should not have lied to my parents regarding my whereabouts; 

5) I should have trusted my friend’s instinct; 

6) If I was adamant about being with him that night, I should have stayed on the 

couch; 

 



7) As soon as he was visibly and audibly upset about my virginity, I should have 

gone straight to a police station; 

8) I couldn’t overpower him but basic self defense moves could have potentially 

helped in that moment; 

9) If I was able to get away, I would have called 911; 

10) The next morning I should have gone to the police station and/or the hospital. 

 

You may not know this but all those “shoulds” could be replaced with, “I feel guilty 

because” and that’s absolutely true in this case. I feel guilty because I let myself down. I lost 

trust in my own ability to save myself if ever I needed to rely on myself again in the future. I 

absolutely do not feel guilty for anything he did and I do not assume responsibility for his 

actions. It is my hope that you do not become hard headed, naive, nor passive toward the idea 

that this could happen to you or someone you care about. I hope for your safety but your safety 

depends on you having your wits about you, being prepared for unpredictable circumstances, and 

acknowledging and acting on red flags. 

To those of you experiencing trauma now or have a loved one going through it, allow me 

to give you some insight. The aftermath of the trauma is something else entirely. The trauma 

itself is only the pinnacle of the event but the effects of trauma can be lifelong. It’s not pretty. 

It’s not for the faint of heart. The pain didn’t stop in that one night for me, it continued for 8 

years. 3 days after that night I broke up with him. Coincidentally, the educational center where I 

had worked for 2 years shut down. I quit school. I stayed in my room for three months straight, 

paralyzed, depressed, ashamed. After explaining to my parents what happened, they were 

devastated but they wanted to act and somehow make everything better. My dad had a female 

police officer friend with whom he wanted me to speak. I couldn’t. I never, ever, wanted to tell 

my story. I was such a shell of a person, only getting up to use the bathroom, hardly eating, and 

watching television late at night when no one else was awake. I desperately craved isolation.  

I can’t remember when or why but at some point the pieces of my life slowly drifted 

towards one another like a rewind of the continental drift, and I steadily got back on track. By 

August I met a new guy and enrolled back in school. I was going out again with my girlfriends. 

 



By December or so I was back to normal, or at least as much as I could be. Nevertheless I carried 

the shame, guilt, and fear with me everywhere I went. I felt like a victim, I had the weak voice of 

a victim, and it was easy for me to justify no longer caring about my future.  

 

Major post-trauma lesson: DO NOT get into a new relationship until AFTER you have 

dealt with the trauma.  

 

I know, it’s very tempting, he’s not like the last one, and it would be awesome if the old 

guy saw you with this new hot guy, right?! You know what’s even better? Living your life for 

you and not even caring about the last guy, the next guy, or ANY guy. I know. It sounds lame 

now, but ask yourself, when was the last time you happily went without attention from the 

gender to which you’re attracted? I started dating at 13 and didn’t stop until I was 34. 21 years of 

dating. 21 years of seeking approval. 21 years of allowing others to dictate my personality, my 

wardrobe, the events I went to, etc. I don’t want that for you. I don’t want you or any other 

females you know experiencing the heartache that followed my mistake of acting like everything 

was OK. 

When we move on from relationship to fling to hook up to yet another relationship, we 

aren’t letting our hearts and minds settle, much less heal. Yes, those months of depression were 

extremely trying and I realize I was fortunate enough to have a free roof over my head and no 

kids for which to provide, but I would never trade those months for years of avoidance. Dealing 

with your pain head on is, in my humble opinion, the only way to deal with it. This is not to say 

my first trauma didn’t leave residual effects that I had to face again later with a professional but I 

think that postponement could have been avoided had I spoken with the cop, had a kit performed, 

and met with a mental health professional within the proper timeframe. How can do you deal 

with all of that if your attention is diverted to a new relationship? Let your head and your heart 

relax, recover, and potentially prepare for a new relationship - set new boundaries, define what 

you don’t want just as much as what you do what, invest in your own life, get obsessed with you 

first. This isn’t just something I’m recommending or something I’ve made up by the way. If 

 



you’ve suffered from abuse and don’t take the time to work through it with a professional it is 

scientifically proven there is a higher likelihood of these abusive patterns repeating.  

 

Case in point: 

 

Trauma Sequel 

Beginning & Background 

 

A year and a half after my first trauma I had returned to the educational center but at a 

different location, I was still going out with friends often, and I was dating two guys casually. On 

a comfortable Fall evening I met a third guy at a friend’s party. Two weeks later, he asked me to 

be exclusive and I dumped the other two men. One of which was a Stanford student who had a 

fairly difficult personality and the other was a man studying to be an accountant but wouldn’t 

commit to me. When I met this man who would later be my husband, I had solely wanted 

attention for the night and he was the cutest guy at the party. We flirted all night and were 

inseparable the rest of our 11 year relationship. He integrated nicely within my family, he was 

nothing short of a gentleman to me, and he had a great friends circle. Then I met his mother. 

Earlier that year she left him to move across the country to live with a man but returned within 

months. At the time she left, he scrambled to find his own place and the moment she moved 

back, his lease was up and all of his roommates dispersed. He had no choice but to move back 

home. She was fiery and certainly not the typical personality type I was used to but I was open to 

figuring out how to relate and get along with her.  His mother was very generous with anyone 

besides him, which I never realized was actually a calculating trait on her part until much later in 

life. She opened her home and welcomed me as if I was the daughter she never had. I had never 

known abuse, I didn’t know the warning signs, I didn’t know what a narcissist was, I definitely 

didn’t know how to deal with an abusive person especially if they’re not being abusive toward 

me. 

I had spent the night at her house with him and he was driving me to work one day like 

any other. In an effort to evade the cops behind him, he made a left turn into a vacant parking lot, 

 



his attempt was noted and he was inevitably pulled over. His car was impounded on the spot 

because he was driving without insurance plus he had a traffic related warrant for his arrest. 

Fortunately he wasn’t arrested; however,  

 

this lead me to call into work to help him deal with this catastrophe.  

 

When codependency shows up in this manner, like not going to work to fix the other 

person’s mistakes, get some space from the person and recalibrate your brain to focus on 

yourself. This doesn’t mean you don’t care for them, it means you need to ensure your own 

priorities are in order before you begin to even think about helping them. Point is, I should have 

gone to work in this instance.  

Finally, we get home and his mother is waiting for him. Coming from a relatively healthy 

family, I’m under the impression his mother will lovingly assist him. Instead,  

 

she threw a tantrum, raised her voice, and called him racial slurs.  

 

I chimed in and said, “hey you can’t talk to him like that!”. They both glared at me and, 

enraged, yelled at me to stay out of it. Fuming, I slammed the door to his bedroom and stayed 

put.  

I thought this was just a fight. I had no idea the history between these two that would 

soon play out between he and I. He informed me later that due to a military career in her younger 

years she was supposedly “forced” to abandon him with a family in the states while she left for 

an international assignment. As a young child he believed the family he was with was his true 

family - he called the two adults Mom and Dad. He called their son brother. No one corrected 

him nor explained what could happen in the future when his biological mother would come back 

to retrieve him. She came for him when he was in the middle of grade school. At his childhood 

home, everyone called his biological mother by her first name so he did too, not knowing who 

she was or how they were related. She took him aside, beat him, threatened him, saying he 

should never call her by her first name and to always call her “Mom”. To add insult to injury she 

 



took him - that day - from the East coast to live on the West coast, away from what he thought 

was his real family.  

 

He described the next ten years with her as brutal.  

 

The only thing he could depend on was the fact that she would eventually beat him for 

something, sometimes with a broom handle, sometimes with her bare hand.  

Finally, in his teen years, he thought, “No matter what I do, I’m going to get in trouble, 

why not do what I want?!”.  

So just one of the mischievous accounts included him and a buddy trespassing into a 

construction site when everyone working it had gone home. They took multiple drivable 

construction equipment for a joyride! Yes, he got in trouble. Interestingly enough, his mom 

showed up for him in a capacity that mimicked what a healthy parent would do: she got a lawyer, 

advocated for him, and punished him, only this time she punished him in healthy, just ways 

instead of abusive ways. 

However, the abuse did continue. His outbursts continued as well. By the time I met him 

and he told me all of his childhood stories, I actually thought he was well adjusted compared to 

my naive beliefs about people who are abused. I thought a victim (or survivor) would be an 

addict or homeless, instead here he was happily getting on in life. However, he was merely 

performing in a way that suggested he was happy or well-adjusted. 

 

We seemed to be the refuge that the other person needed - he needed to be rescued from his 

Mom and I needed rescuing from the aching memories.  

 

When two people have both experienced trauma join in a relationship without ever 

receiving treatment, it often results in codependency. Codependency can be dangerous. My 

advice is to retreat from the relationship, both of you seek professional help, and consider 

reconvening when you’re whole. One red flag that I was concerned about but didn’t think it was 

a deal breaker at the time was the fact that . . . 

 



 

he refused to see a professional about the abuse he incurred by his mother.  

 

So if you do decide to get out of a relationship where you found each other during a vulnerable 

time and the other person refuses to get treatment, then you’ve clearly dodged a bullet in the 

future. Someone who doesn’t see the value in receiving help for something that was outside their 

control or doesn’t see how the trauma is affecting them (and possibly you) is someone who 

doesn’t belong in a relationship. 

It should be noted that he also witnessed his mother and his ex-stepfather abuse each 

other physically, verbally, and emotionally. So even if he wasn’t abused, statistics say he likely 

would have become abusive just by witnessing it. Since his mother was still in the picture for the 

first two years of our relationship, he was free to compartmentalize his abusive tendencies and 

his victim mentality towards her and continue to be a gentleman to me, so I never noticed it until 

it was happening to me. This is what abusive people do: they prey on those closest to them and 

not others. In this instance, he was both the victim and the antagonist and she was the abuser.  

Meanwhile, in the first year of our relationship, he would complain about feeling weak or 

coming down with a cold, but would never actually get sick. He had a speech impediment that he 

claimed was new. In the mornings it was especially difficult for him to get up because his 

muscles couldn’t support him, even though he wasn’t heavy at this time. Eventually he was 

diagnosed with a rare autoimmune disorder called Myasthenia Gravis (MG), a lifelong, 

non-communicable disease that blocks the neurotransmitters between the nerves and muscles. 

Essentially you can look at your arm and tell it to move, or grip something, and it either won’t, it 

will give out, or it will work for awhile with medication, but will give out over time especially 

during strenuous activity. Understandably this was shattering news to him yet he was quite the 

trooper, all throughout our marriage regardless of circumstances, he hardly ever complained 

about it and was pretty open to informing those he cared for what MG is and how it affects him. 

We looked into MRI’s and thyroid removal surgeries as possible solutions but nothing came to 

fruition for various reasons, instead he took medication 3 times a day to release the neural 

pathways.  

 



 

Honeymoon Phase 

 

When we both had days off from our jobs we would be together, like I said, we were 

inseparable. On any given day off, we would go to San Francisco or Berkeley just to see if we 

could get lost together. We loved sharing new experiences with each other. Our unspoken 

mentality was if we were together, a bad day is impossible. We bickered over little things during 

this time but they were calm, no one raised their voice, no one said an unkind word. We had 

discussions not fights.  

One of my fondest memories from this blissful time in our relationship includes the day 

we went hiking in Marin. There was a small bench on the side of the path that overlooked miles 

of quintessential California rolling green hills. He told me sweetly to sit down. After about five 

minutes he appeared with a bouquet of wildflowers. Other days, when he would pick me up from 

work and run to greet me. Other nights he would stay up with my father to discuss deep subjects 

from the depth of the universe and dark matter to introspection and what it means to be a man. I 

waited for him to ask me to be exclusive, I waited for him to say I love you first, because I 

wanted to make sure I wasn’t forcing anything. He waited to say I love you for three months but 

when he said it I actually felt it within me and within him. We truly were in love. Everyone saw 

it. Some of our friends would even use our relationship as a barometer for their own, saying, “If I 

can’t have what you guys have, I don’t want to be with [my current boyfriend/girlfriend]”. My 

newlywed brother had the family over for dinner one night and as my ex and I were in the 

kitchen, we shared a look and started laughing.  

My brother said, “Wait, you just look at each other and know what the other is thinking? 

You guys have, like, your own language?”  

I just smiled and said, “ Well, yeah!”  

It was around this time I decided to see a therapist for the first trauma. During the 8 

months of therapy, he listened and held me through all of the emotional distress rehashing 

everything with a therapist caused me. The woman who helped me, Reese, was a God send. She 

taught me about grounding, color therapy, meditation, visualization, and assigning properties to 

 



sources of energy that lived within my body or spirit. She became a catalyst for further growth. I 

was able to discover my emotional age and advance it to match my physical age which gave way 

to me acting more in accordance with what was expected from me as a 22 year old. As a warning 

to you, though, therapy will make it next to impossible to hide your emotions, they’re right at the 

surface. This can cause you to be extra sensitive as well as react somewhat irrationally. Be 

gracious with yourself, give yourself some space. Look out for my next book as I will dive into 

the idea of grace more. 

Two years into the relationship, we decided to move in together. It was in North bay 

which was closer to my parents and my sister. We sublet his best friend’s spare bedroom in a 

nice apartment building. The move to a new city meant we needed to replace our jobs. Although 

at this point I had an educational and administrative background, I looked for any job that would 

hire me while I could search for something more professional. We were both hired at the same 

restaurant as hosts. This is something I absolutely would not recommend! Regardless of the 

health of your relationship, working together has some major advantages and disadvantages; 

keep in mind: when things are bad at home, there is no escape . . .  

 

there is no “you time”, there is only “us” which can cause a major identity crisis as well as 

codependency. 

 

Within a few months the apartment managers decided to turn the apartments into condos 

so we were forced to move out and into our own place: a two bedroom down the street from 

work. Since they allowed pets we also started considering what type of animal to get. Over the 

next year we populated the apartment with furniture and tried our hand at adopting rabbits which 

we quickly concluded that would not work out and released them to a very nice family. In place 

of the rabbits, we started thinking about getting a dog. After much research we decided on a 

sable colored Pembroke Welsh Corgi and found a breeder out of state. Again, my naivety 

dictated I make a poor decision because later I suspected our puppy was from a puppy mill. 

Nevertheless, we picked up our new pup from the airport and instantly fell in love with Destro.  

 

 



Mounting Tension 

 

When we had our own apartment, we had little ups and downs but he would either walk 

away or I would shut down. Never was a hand raised to me until far later in the relationship. I 

was familiar with yelling, I could accept that if that’s as far as it would have ever went. By the 

fourth year in our relationship we were engaged. Adorably, he proposed at a Cardinal’s baseball 

game, my home team.  

 

When he asked me to be his girlfriend and when he asked me to marry him I ignored my 

instincts; I knew I should have said no.  

 

I had a feeling in the pit of my stomach and in my throat. To this day I’m still uncertain as to 

why I didn’t place value on that intuition but at the time I was conflicted - why did I have this 

feeling when all the signs pointed toward me staying with him?  

The engagement brought on some added financial stress - every extra penny went toward 

the wedding. At this point I was beginning to feel what I would later define as emotional abuse 

and I began to figuratively walk on eggshells around him. From a healthy standpoint I wanted to 

please him, but soon our relationship and my mentality towards him was becoming more similar 

to a non-violent abusive dynamic where I was the victim and he was the antagonist. So you can 

see why it was a red flag that he and his mother fought in the same way. These cycles are 

incredibly important to pay attention to, just because he wasn’t doing what he was doing to her, 

to me, doesn’t mean he wouldn’t eventually switch from one woman as a focal point for his rage 

to the next. I noticed the shift happening when . . .  

 

He would call me names from “stupid” to swear words; 

His patience with me dwindled almost down to none;  

He was unable to take responsibility for his part of our problems, and  

He was unable to compromise . . .  

 

 



These all would have been telling signs had I known for what to look. In it’s early stages, I didn’t 

recognize the relationship as an abusive one merely because he wasn’t hitting me. No one else 

picked up on it either and no one warned me. Once my manager thought something had 

happened because I had a weird bruise that looked like a result from a firm grasp and she 

confronted me. Nothing had happened yet so that’s what I reported - nothing.  

 

He would get mad at work and punch a wall but he wasn’t the only one.  

He would get mad and storm out, but that was just his personality.  

He would get in my face and yell at me, but that's OK, right?  

 

Wrong. Not OK.  

 

In fact, the night I should have left was the night Destro and I were playing on the 

ground. Destro was maybe a year old or so and I was playing with him and brushing him. I guess 

I accidentally struck a nerve or hit a sore spot on the little buddy’s hips because Destro swiftly 

turned and bit my hand. I was stunned. Destro was so sweet. I complained to my ex since Destro 

drew a pin prick amount of blood I thought it might be cause for concern. Plus, I was upset and 

worried because I didn’t want it to happen again. Then I had a whole ‘nother animal to deal with. 

My fiance pushed Destro over onto his back and began punching his ribs. In an instant I was 

struggling to comprehend anyone hitting any animal much less him hitting Destro, but I grabbed 

him and yelled, “You can hit me but you can’t hit him! He’s defenseless!”. Apparently I did and 

said a lot of things that today I do not understand why I did or said them and this is one of those 

examples. I don’t know why I would ever say “you can hit me…”. He took one look at me and 

then back at Destro and left the room. Tonight was not that night. However, I should have left. 

Why? Typically . . .  

 

What people do to animals they’ll do to humans.  

 

 



A few years after we my father married us, we decided to move to East bay to be closer 

to school in San Francisco. Before we did, though, three major incidents happened. One included 

me going into the spare room, aka the office, to get away from him during an argument and . . . 

 

He quite literally tore the door down.  

 

This had happened on multiple occasions. And, after we would make up, within a few hours he 

asked me (or I offered) to request a new door from the apartment management using a fake story 

as to why the door was busted in the first place. I also noticed our average argument was getting 

more and more heated.  

 

He would throw things to intentionally break them, but he would only break my things.  

 

He even shattered a cd that contained all of our wedding pictures. The last major incident was 

when . . . 

 

He pushed me out of his way . . . 

 

because I was guarding the door during the middle of an argument. Subsequently, he stayed in 

his office for a few days only coming out to use the restroom or get something to eat because he 

was incredibly upset with himself. Although he should feel guilty for pushing me, these are all 

examples of classic narcissistic and abusive behavior, including the power move of prominently 

expressing guilt. 

 

They’ll punish themselves so you can’t, they’ll remove themselves from the situation to 

remove power from you and keep power for themselves. It’s all about them. 

 

I didn’t know what to do. I wasn’t sure if this was technically abuse or not - I was in his 

way and he was furious.  

 



“I should have moved,” I thought.  

Before we moved to East bay, he cut ties from his Mom entirely, we began couple’s 

therapy, he looked up his Dad and the rest of his extended family for the first time in his life, and 

my parents announced my Dad had fatal brain cancer. As crushed as we were we decided to 

continue with our plans - it’s what Dad wanted, too.  

I was elated when he decided to go to couples therapy together. I thought this would be a 

magical heal-all since my one experience with a therapist was so eye-opening. However, it 

turned out we had bigger problems than I thought. It became glaring when our therapist, Elena, 

suggested we perform a specific trust exercise, which I would advise you to try with your loved 

one. Our therapist told us to stand across the room and face each other, one person stands still, 

the other person walks toward the other slowly, they will stop walking when the still person tells 

them to stop. I was walking toward him first. He told me to stop when I was about ¾ of the way 

between my original spot and his spot across the room. When he walked toward me; however . . . 

 

He took one step toward me and I told him to stop. My whole body froze.  

 

It was a massive indicator of my fear, but again, I didn’t heed the warning. I continued on 

with the relationship, completely unable to understand why I was hesitant to trust him. Let me 

clarify, with all of the disastrous aspects of the relationship unfolding there were acts of love and 

appeasement to match. I was chose to stay stuck in the honeymoon phase, I still thought our 

relationship had hope. 

Note: it is NOT recommended to go to couples therapy when you’re in an abusive 

relationship. I did not know this at the time and I still didn’t consider the relationship “abusive”. 

If you think you might want couples therapy, first consider whether or not you could potentially 

be in an abusive/manipulative situation. If so, please only seek help on an individual basis. This 

is non-negotiable, and remember, if the abusive person is non-compliant, that should serve as a 

red flag for potential future abuse. Regardless, continue to pursue your own individual therapy or 

group therapy. 

 



When we decided to move, we promised each other we would find another counselor in 

the new city. We did not and it was subject of contention when I broached it. We moved about 

50 miles away from my parents and sister. I’m still uncertain as to whether or not that move was 

an intentional attempt to get me away from my support system, away from our counselor, and 

essentially away from improving our relationship. If that’s true, this would be considered typical 

abusive behavior as I would later find out, but it is hard for me to reconcile that he would have 

planned that rather than everything being coincidental. We continued to work for the same 

restaurant and go to school at the same time when we moved to East bay, so we spent a lot of 

time together. Personally, I didn’t mind, but he would often complain about needing his space. 

Unfortunately for him I didn’t understand the concept of space and was sensitive about the 

subject.  

 

Never Ending Roller Coaster 

 

In 2012 he and I lost 80 pounds each, I cut my hair, and decided to take a job at a 

different restaurant in the city. Even though jealousy wasn’t the normal discussion in our 

relationship . . . 

 

He seemed to be convinced I was leaving him. . . 

 

due to all of the changes. I was not. Not yet anyway. Later, in November of that same year, 6 

years into our relationship, he intentionally physically abused me. We were in the middle of an 

argument and although we hadn’t officially made up, the house was quiet, albeit tense. As I was 

on the couch, he walked by me to go into the kitchen and I made some snide comment, he then 

lunged at me and attacked me. I learned later that . . .  

 

Choking can be considered and possibly legally tried as attempted murder . . . 

 

 



since the obvious consequence would be death. I don’t want to go into too much detail here as 

it’s not necessary and I don’t write this for the shock value; however, I do want to be clear for 

those of you who are or know someone who is going through this type of violent relationship. 

The following is an account of what went through my head, how I struggled to make sense of it 

all, and how I was able to leave in the end.  

In this moment I feared for my life. I didn’t fight back, I only tried to get his hands off 

me. Part of me thinks, “if only I were more prepared”; but then the other part of me wondered, 

“who thinks they need to prepare for an attack from their husband?” I suppose I was fortunate for 

two reasons: 1) his MG dictated a lack of muscle tissue so he wasn’t as strong as he could have 

been; and, 2) he let go.  

As soon as he let go, I ran away. Hysterical, I called my sister.  

The next time I went to work I spoke with Emma, the feminist I mentioned at the 

beginning of this mini book. I explained to her what happened and solicited advice as to what my 

next moves might be. She and my sister, respectively, listened to me and allowed any decisions 

made to be my own, for which I am still incredibly grateful. To those of you who have someone 

who is going through a traumatic event such as this, this can be tricky for you. If you strongly 

encourage the person to leave their abuser, you could inadvertently push them away to the point 

where they stop listening to you, or worse, stop contacting you all together when things get 

hairy. One therapist I went to in 2014 said blatantly, “you need to get a divorce,” and I 

completely disregarded her credentials and worse, her advice, because she was too direct and 

didn’t allow me to draw my own conclusions (according to her, I wasn’t the only one put off by 

her boldness).  

However, if you don’t help them understand the consequences of staying, the grim reality 

is they could die a preventable death. My account with my ex husband is fairly tame compared to 

some of the women I’ve met and the stories I’ve heard. Of course, it’s not a contest. He didn’t 

hurt me everyday. He didn’t have a drug or drinking problem. Most importantly, we didn’t have 

children. I believe if there was a higher risk those in my support system might have pushed 

further. Nevertheless, there is a very fine line between informing the person in jeopardy while 

staying neutral and creating a sense of urgency that could potentially save their life. My sister 

 



and my friends knew exactly how to do this. It’s very easy to get riled up and cheerlead for the 

victim to leave the person abusing them. It can be very difficult and takes a lot of skill to 

maneuver a conversation from the victim being frantic to them determining their own safety plan 

for the future. If you’re interested in how to make a safety plan, it is included in this mini book, 

closer to the end. 

At this point I decided to stay. I started seeing a hypnotherapist for anxiety attacks. I had 

never tried hypnotherapy before but regular therapy wasn’t going to do it for me this time, I 

didn’t want to talk about my feelings, I wanted to get to the core of them. This experience played 

a crucial role for me in the future in rediscovering my voice. Yana was the first one to describe 

chakras and how to balance them to me, she also helped me find my higher self, how to 

self-parent, and how to use and understand visualization even further to heal myself. The 

hypnotherapist also helped me feel and utilize the energy housed in my body. At this time, 

though, I had been doubting and running from Christianity. I had become an atheist. No matter 

your religious or spiritual background you must be cautious when welcoming in new 

spiritualities and/or energies especially when you’ve left an unanswered void within yourself - 

you’ll welcome anything, good or bad. Regardless, she said she saw in me an Amazonian woman 

who, once free from this relationship, would be able to achieve anything. She even offered me an 

apprenticeship with her. I turned it down. At the time I knew I needed to get this roller coaster to 

come to a halt. Nevertheless, she taught me valuable life skills I still use today to manage 

anxiety, manifest abundance, and to heal myself. The anxiety attacks stopped after seeing her but 

the stress would manifest later in other ways. 

He never said much about the hypnotherapist except for complaining about the cost. I 

tried to teach him how to meditate, he was reluctant and then he refused. I tried other calming 

tactics, he didn’t want a solution. He wanted control, he wanted to stay angry . . . 

 

He said his anger fueled him . . . 

 

 



and he wanted to stay the same. This is where the cycle of abuse became glaringly obvious 

within the lense of hindsight. The cycle of abuse is a simple one but is easily missed by most 

people who are on the receiving end. If you aren’t aware yet, the cycle goes like this:  

 

● Upon initial meeting: the abuser is seen as impressive in some way by the future victim 

(they’re kind, bring presents, thoughtful, saves the victim from some other form of 

unpleasantry, etc.); 

● Step 1: Tensions rise, typically from something small (ex: dishes aren’t done, victim is 

seemingly to blame and instead of finding a quick solution, the abuser uses the problem 

to manipulate and assert power/dominance). The victim tends to walk on eggshells and 

can become a pleaser; 

● Step 2: Tensions escalate, threats are made (this can include cussing, yelling, throwing 

things, actual threats of violence), abuser blames victim and uses fear as a control tactic, 

victim blames themselves, victim attempts to become a peacekeeper; 

● Step 3: Abusive incident when victim is not “obedient” in one way or another, or the 

abuser simply loses control (possibly “blacks out”); 

● Step 4: Abuser apologizes, victim accepts/forgives, Honeymoon phase, calm before the 

storm. 

 

Typically the full cycle can play out, start to finish anywhere between 3 months and 2 years. 

There were numerous counts of when this cycle played out in my marriage.  

 

Because of his dual personalities, and unbeknownst to him, I nicknamed my ex Dr. Jekyll 

and Mr. Hyde.  

 

He was and likely still is a sweet man looking for the connection he never received as a 

child. Most days he would wake me up with coffee or tell me to sleep in before we had to get 

ready for work; he would take the dog out when it was my turn; he watched “my shows” with me 

instead of controlling the remote; he was often fun, adventurous, and kind. Other days . . . 

 



 

I would wind up making excuses or apologizing for his behavior.  

 

If he punched a wall at work, I would tell people he didn’t get much sleep or some customer was 

being a jerk. Some people saw through that but still no one asked what was going on at home. I 

found out later several people thought I was a stronger woman than I felt I was and thought he 

was a sweetheart, so the news he was ever abusive was shocking to them. Again, I don’t think it 

was intentional on his part, but . . . 

 

 Abusive people are master manipulators.  

 

They’re typically paranoid as well. 

 

They’re constantly trying to size people up to see who’s in their corner and who isn’t. 

There was one man who worked in the kitchen that didn’t get along with my ex. They almost 

never saw eye to eye and often argued. My ex told me at home he thought the fellow employee 

was in some way “out to get him”, he expressed extreme, aggressive thoughts to me about the 

other employee. The actions he talked about taking were so aggressive, he seemed authentically 

fearful of his own potential to hurt the other person. I almost warned the kitchen worker but 

knowing what I would face at home if it got back to my ex husband, I didn’t dare say a word. 

Plus, the gentleman who worked in the kitchen was of decent proportions and seemed perfectly 

capable of handling himself. I also assumed my ex’s threats or fears of his own strength and 

ability were unfounded. That is to say, I wasn’t completely certain he believed he would actually 

ever do anything. Furthermore . . . 

 

My ex was a proud liar. 

 

 



He told me he would start false rumors about himself to see who would tell him to his face that a 

rumor was going around about him, who would perpetuate the rumor to others, and who would 

embellish it. I wasn’t sure I wasn’t being manipulated into this type of scenario.  

 

I couldn’t trust him.  

 

I did eventually wind up admitting to him I couldn’t trust him and in predictable narcissistic 

fashion he replied, “I can’t trust you either,” because the narcissist never takes blame or the 

negative has to be evenly spread between them and yourself. This back and forth roller coaster 

between the cycle of abuse and the redirection of blame became beyond exhausting, the ride 

needed to stop. 

Also in 2012, my Dad had undergone a surgery where they were to remove his brain 

cancer. Though successful at first along with a strict diet similar to the Gerson therapy method, 

the success didn’t last. He was fighting well through physical therapy where he was able to 

regain communication within his central nervous system. In late 2012, he decided he wanted to 

eat what he wanted and the cancer came back at an irreversible stage, he was given 2-5 months 

to live. At the same time, the restaurant I was working for realized they were losing money faster 

than they could recover and were forced to shut down. One of the five managers asked me to 

stay but also asked if I wouldn’t tell the others since I was the only one he was asking to stay; I 

didn’t obey nor did I stay. The entire staff simultaneously lost their jobs. I resumed work at my 

old restaurant which meant going back to working with my then husband. Once again, I realized 

part of me truly enjoyed working with him and the other part of me wanted freedom.  

A few months later, and the week before father’s day 2013, I lost my father.  

Naturally he is greatly missed but I count myself fortunate for having such an active 

father in my life for the 28 years I had him. Somehow, though, I felt bad for my then husband 

because my Dad was the only father he knew, and he only knew Dad for 9 years. I began to 

reconsider my spiritual life at this point. I started to pray again but assumed I would never go 

back to church. 

 



Over the next two years the cycle of abuse became the only constant thing in my life. The 

duration for which each portion of the cycle varied, however. In some cases the honeymoon 

phase was six months, other times it was a week or less. Sometimes the phase where I was 

walking on eggshells, trying to keep peace while he blew up and made empty threats lasted a 

year or it lasted two months. Either way, I was kept in fear. I couldn’t predict moment to moment 

what mood he would be in and what wrath or affection I would incur. My mind was riddled with 

questions: how could he do this to someone he loved? Does he not love me? How can I trust 

him? What would happen if I left? Was he waiting for Dad to pass so there was no one left to 

protect me? 

Finally in Fall of 2014 we had a blowout fight. I thought I was leaving for good this time. 

We were in a store and I shut down emotionally. I didn’t want to participate in what we were 

doing. I can’t remember why I was being moody. Finally he left me in the store and said he’d be 

at the car when I was ready. I went to the car almost immediately and we drove home. He went 

inside the house and I said I was going to Target (located conveniently across the street) since we 

did need whatever we went to the other store for, after all. It was a good opportunity to reset and 

think about why I was upset and possibly be able to communicate this with him instead of 

pouting or arguing. When I got back to our apartment I realized I didn’t have my keys and the 

door was locked. After knocking several times and waiting several minutes, he finally unlocked 

the door. The moment, and I mean the moment, I stepped in the door he turned into a raging 

animal. He had been mad and hurt me before but he had never punched me. Nor head-butted me. 

Nor spit on me. I’m still uncertain what spurred this erratic behavior but I do know that night 

was pivotal. Later what worried me most was that . . . 

 

He had punched my temple - another instance I could have been killed.  

 

To this day there are times when that temple or side of my head will ache.  

As soon as he relented, I shouted, “I want a divorce”, swiped the keys, and in two steps 

ran to the door, slammed it, and sprinted to the car. My hands shaking, I fumbled for the keys 

and feared he would come after me. I also feared for Destro’s life. I drove as far as I could while 

 



my eyes flooded. I didn’t get very far before I realized my impaired sight was dangerous, but I 

did get far enough away from him to feel safe to stop. I stopped at the library, across the street 

from the police station. I called my sister yet again. She told me to call the police and I hesitated. 

As I was on the phone with her . . . 

 

He was texting me threats of suicide.  

 

He also detailed how I was to blame for his death if he were to go through with ending his life 

that night. I wanted to go back to check on him but I was overwhelmed with fear and confusion. 

My sister explained what a wellness check was and I opted for that.  

 

A wellness check is when an authority, usually a police officer, will go to the dwelling of 

the person you’re calling about and check on them. It’s a great option for people who are 

concerned about a loved one but don’t have the ability or capacity to check on the person 

themselves. 

 

In this instance, two cops stayed with me down the street. After they took my statement 

and I showed them the texts, they issued a wellness check. Just having them there was calming 

but also intimidating. I wasn’t used to needing police. Be aware that if you need police 

involvement, what can be earth-shattering to you is fairly routine for them. Their nonchalance 

was unnerving at first but eventually I became grateful that this was routine, that I was in the 

hands of experts who are well trained in how to handle these situations. As I was waiting outside 

my car with them, uncertain as to whether or not he’s OK, the officers received word that no one 

was answering the door. My heart dropped. Since the door is locked, they needed my key to gain 

entry. So, I had to go back, this time accompanied by six officers. I opened the door for them and 

they found him in the shower, still fully alive, with a bottle of alcohol in one hand and a knife in 

the other. No serious physical damage was done, merely superficial surface cuts.  

 

This was a textbook manipulation play where he used fear as a means to control.  

 



 

Essentially what he was saying with this move was, “if you ever try to leave me, you will be 

responsible for my death.” After some coercion he got dressed and met us in the living room. I 

still cared for him so I wanted to go to him but the cops advised me to stay back. In accordance 

with California law the officers admitted him to the psych ward for overnight analysis.  

As he was placed in the ambulance, I pulled an officer aside. 

I asked, “So, after seeing everything tonight and based off your experience, what should I 

do? Do I leave?” 

 

The officer said, “I can’t tell you what to do, but if I were talking to a niece or daughter, I 

would tell her to get all of her belongings and never come back here again.” 

 

I didn’t heed his advice. I wasn’t ready. I took Destro and went to my sister’s for the 

night. I discussed with her whether or not I would go back, what would happen in the morning, 

and other such scenarios. At this point I included the rest of my family on the situation, up until 

this point no one knew of the abuse except my sister and her husband.  

When my mom found out, she said, worried, “I don’t want to visit you in the hospital or 

worse.”  

That night I thought I had my mind made up, I thought I would never have returned. 

Then I got a call the next morning. It was the psych nurse, they were releasing him today, and 

needed to know who was picking him up. I was his only family beyond my own immediate 

family since he cut ties with his mother years prior to this incident. I felt sympathetic to the fact 

that he didn’t have keys - he could take the bus home but he wouldn’t be able to get in the house.  

 

Instead of letting him figure it out, I went to him.  

 

This was classic codependence on my end.  

After months of internal debate, I left him in January 2015. I wrote him a note saying I 

would see him at work still but I would only return home when he sought help for his issues 

 



including but not limited to a personal therapist, a group therapist, and a doctor. 2015 might have 

been the most tumultuous year of our marriage. The year was torture for both of us. I left to live 

with my brother and his family in San Francisco, about 30 miles away from my home for a 

month. I dealt with not seeing Destro, the unthinkable horror that was going on between us, and 

still reeling from losing my father, poorly. My moods were erratic. I became jealous of my ex 

husband’s time spent with his friends. I even thought he might have cheated on me - a thought 

that never would have entered my mind before this time in our marriage. I acted out through mini 

tantrums, sometimes witnessed by others, sometimes alone. I was swift to anger. I was in denial. 

I tried to journal. Nothing helpful came to mind. I wanted to run to him, I wanted to be with him. 

I was more so tormenting myself by keeping myself from him.  

Around this time I began learning about codependency. I even attended a Codependents 

Anonymous, or CoDA, meeting. I am a person who expects progress, introspection, ah-ha 

moments, and solutions. I am not a person who enjoys sitting with people who literally complain 

about the same scenario playing out week after week with minor tweaks. Something that sounds 

like this: “This time it was Tuesday and I was in my blue dress, last week it was Sunday and I 

was wearing my red necklace,” was incredibly discouraging to me and it produced impatience 

within me. In all fairness, not every CoDA meeting is like this, and just like any meeting-based 

groups like AA, OA, NA, or Al-Anon, etc., you have to keep trying different groups until you 

find the one that fits. At this time I unfortunately did not have that luxury; however, they did give 

me a free book, Codependent No More by Melody Beattie. This book literally changed my life 

for the best. The greatest takeaway I learned was how to allow the person you’re normally 

codependent with to have their own feelings, find their own solutions to their problems, and how 

not to give unsolicited advice.  

I remember the day I exercised this for the first time and it was the most freeing feeling I 

had ever felt within my marriage. I was waiting at a table while he was still working his section 

at the restaurant. He was bothered by some customer. When I was not practicing these methods 

Beattie speaks of, I would run to help him with his food or drinks that needed to be dropped off 

at tables, I would ask what help he needed, etc. He would do the same for me if I was in a huff, 

too, to be fair. I remember I was off the clock, doing homework and I noticed he was visibly and 

 



energetically upset. I maintained my own happiness by mentally and emotionally detaching 

myself from him. I know this may sound like a silly concept or like it comes from a controlling 

place, but I thought, “I’m going to let him be mad.” What I meant by that was, I am not going to 

offer advice or help unless he kindly asks for it and I am going to watch him make his mistake of 

being mad in the first place, then I will watch him sort it out and find a solution. It worked like a 

charm. After that day, I worked through the book, took notes in the pages’ margins, and 

performed all the exercises at the end of each chapter.  

As Juliet Funt describes it, “if you want to learn how to empower people, you have to 

watch them fumble and stumble on their own.”  

Comically, she describes her brother and her mother taking minutes to figure out how to 

open a package correctly, she was on the edge of her seat wanting to tell them, “Just USE THE 

SCISSORS!”. Instead, she let them find their own solution and a while later they found the 

scissors on their own. It was incredibly difficult at first to not try and “fix” my ex husband’s 

moods, mistakes, much less life but once I embraced the idea of focusing on myself, it was 

freeing.  

In February 2015, I had moved back because he was seeing a doctor who issued him 

psych meds. We both started going to separate, gender-specific group therapy. We signed him up 

for anger management and domestic abuse group therapy and there we met his facilitator, Cliff. 

Cliff asked us to join him in his office to discuss what brought us to the domestic violence group. 

My ex described a violent episode that had just happened: I had picked him up from work and 

we got into an argument that I was technically at fault but his reaction was severely 

inappropriate. He yelled, “Our lives don’t matter,” and yanked the steering wheel while I was 

driving at 60+ miles per hour. Fortunately (or unfortunately?) no cops were around and I drove 

home with him in the backseat. Needless to say we revisited the doctor who originally prescribed 

his psych medications. We discovered he not only issued the wrong brand but also the wrong 

dosage.  

 

In response to hearing this, Cliff said, “So you tried to kill her?” 

My ex was caught and took responsibility by saying, “Well… yeah.” 

 



 

I finally felt heard. I finally felt someone was advocating for me. I felt I could trust his 

group leader. I followed suit and found a women’s domestic violence (DV) survivors group with 

STAND! in Richmond, CA. It’s an amazing organization that acts as a one-stop-shop for all 

things DV. When you walk in they have a locked lobby where you’ll either be buzzed in by the 

receptionist or a professional receives you. Present in the building are the authorities, lawyers, 

social workers, advocates, shelter resources, and group therapy. If you’re in the bay area and 

need any type of resource for exiting an abusive situation, go to them and they will help you. I 

went to the women’s group for over a year lead by Tineka. Here I learned about self care, how to 

be obsessed with myself, received education about domestic violence, and truly felt at home with 

the other women there. One time another woman even stood up for me. I was sharing about an 

episode where he got explosively angry over laundry and I began to cry. She said, “Wait, I think 

we forget, we’re all away from our abusers, she has to live with hers everyday.” It was an eye 

opening statement and it prompted me to think, even if he wasn’t currently putting his hands on 

me, I was still experiencing PTSD and was still in fear for potential future abuse.  

It was around this time I decided to look up statistics on women who stay with their 

abusers and men who receive treatment. The numbers are staggering and certainly not in 

anyone’s favor. In 2015, women who left abusive men were 75% more likely to get murdered. 

There was a study done on a group of men who received varying levels of treatment; of the men 

who received the most intensive programs (individual, group, and couples therapy, plus a 

medical doctor and medication) . . . 

 

only 8% were “successfully rehabilitated” within a 2 year timeframe.  

 

2 years. Remember the cycle of abuse? It ranges from 3 months to 2 years. So technically 

even this 8% didn’t have an accurate read on what it would take to successfully rehabilitate an 

abusive man. If you look this information up now, the same researcher will not publish a specific 

percentage of rehabilitated men, rather they say “the results vary”. Here I was dealing with a guy 

 



who had hurt me more times than I could count and it took me leaving, albeit temporarily, for 

him to get help. Furthermore. . .  

 

He became increasingly interested in owning a gun. 

 

I don’t mind a firearm in the hands of a well trained, mentally sound person but in the hands of 

anyone else is cause for alarm. Additionally, I found out that the chances of the woman being 

murdered increases to 500% when the DV relationship includes a gun in the home. I also knew 

since he had a suicide attempt, he likely wouldn’t be able to get a gun through proper, legal 

channels, but he was a very intelligent and resourceful guy. It should go without saying, I was 

scared. 

I had a decision to make. Do I stay or do I go knowing full well he could, and has tried, to 

kill me? I really wrestled with the idea of divorce. I thought even if he waits until 10 years or 

even 50 years from now to hurt me again, would it be worth staying? Also in the back of my 

mind was the knowledge that the cycle of abuse isn’t 10 years or 50 years, it’s 3 months-2 years. 

I couldn’t sit around another 2 years before knowing if he was actually rehabilitated. So he and I 

talked about this and took further action. At his request we removed everything that was causing 

him unnecessary stress which meant a vegan diet, no caffeine, no drinking, and… no dogs.  

Some people bring another baby into the relationship thinking that will improve it, we 

brought in another dog, this time a rescue. I sadly returned her to the shelter. Even more sad, I 

had to rehome Destro. A dog we raised from 9 weeks to 7 years. I found a corgi rescue in SF and 

met with the female organizer. I was honest about our household and how my exit plan included 

rehoming the dogs. She understood and quickly found a couple who had been on the waiting list 

for 2 years to receive a corgi. I met the couple and introduced Destro. At a later time we met with 

their dogs, then we met with their dogs and Destro, then the last meeting was when I had to let 

Destro go home with them. He was barking that shrill, “I don’t know what’s happening” bark, 

and all I could do was get in my car and lose it. I might have cried harder over losing my dog 

than losing my marriage. You can follow him now with his new family on Instagram, 

@destrothecorgi. His dads have two other dogs, a large backyard, and a veterinarian that makes 

 



house calls - I’m happy he’s well taken care of. It definitely wasn’t ideal to give him up but I was 

uncertain of my future and I wanted to get him into a good family while I had the time and space 

to think about who was taking him versus giving him up out of desperation to anyone who 

would. Although one of his new dads said,  

 

“I don’t know that I would ever give up my dog to stay with a guy,”  

 

. . . and I should have listened to that more strongly than I did.  

I finally found a job away from him. I began tutoring children in their homes and I fell in 

love with the job. We also got a new car, both of our first brand new car. We raved about the fact 

that it only had 32 miles on it. I went back to school for the first time since Dad passed. Things 

were getting better, not ideal, but better. I thought we were headed in the right direction. I 

thought we were improving. He even began coming to family functions. We both focused on 

reintegrating him with my family. He became more communicative with me when upset. We 

spoke of moving to Colorado again within the year. My mom and sister were concerned about 

the distance. I was concerned about leaving him - would he try to kill himself again? would he 

kill me if I left? if I stayed and appeased him maybe I’d be safer? Around late 2015 I began to 

have shooting pain from the back of my head, down my neck, and into my shoulder blades.  

I spoke with my Mom who used to be a nurse and she said, “That’s stress. If you can’t 

express yourself well enough your body will take in that stress and it will manifest in other 

ways.”  

She was alluding to cancer.  

The pain worsened any time I would lay next to him.  

It made me think of his Myasthenia Gravis and whether or not that could be linked to the 

abuse he suffered as a child by his mother’s hand.  

I went to my group leader and asked her what to do regarding the new stress pain and 

whether or not I should leave. This meeting in particular was about the third time I asked her. 

She indicated since he was being more communicative and better about opening up, there could 

be a chance of reconciliation but having a safety plan is a good idea. I learned later that an 

 



abusive man might become more emotionally accessible because he receives attention for it, 

basically what he’ll do is use this new behavior as a way to keep you and still be abusive again 

later. That’s not to say an abuser can’t change but it is highly unlikely they will. Plus, you cannot 

be and are not responsible for him changing, you are only responsible for your safety. 

 

A safety plan is figuring out what you would do in an emergency. Ask yourself questions 

and write down your answers, keep a copy on you, give a copy to a friend or family member so 

your partner doesn’t find it - even if they’re in a good mood, finding this will likely not land on 

them well.  

 

Write down: 

 

● Where you’ll go in the event of an emergency;  

● How you’ll get there (hint: keep your car fueled at all times); 

● What numbers to call (911, 211 (shelters), 800-799-7233 National DV Hotline); 

● A stash of cash or separate bank account info (if you can keep it hidden); 

● What/who you’ll take with you; 

● Where your kids/pets will go since you’ll likely not want them with you if your partner 

finds you; 

● How will you signal authorities/friends/family if you do get hurt; 

● Your vital documents (birth certificate, social security number, ID, and emergency credit 

card); 

● Keep your phone charged at all times 

 

My group leader and I went over all of the above and I left a copy with her. I informed 

my sister that I would go straight to her house if anything else happened but that I didn’t expect 

any more incidences. I took marriage very seriously, I considered it to be a final decision. Due to 

my background I even asked my Mom if it was Biblical to leave. 

She said, “In this instance, yes it is.”  

 



Part of me was looking for excuses to leave and other parts of me were looking for 

excuses to stay. I was conflicted and confused. Ultimately I had to put my own safety first. I took 

pictures of all of my pertinent documents: any contracts I shared with him, my birth certificate, 

etc. along with a picture of me holding a handwritten letter granting my mother power of 

attorney over me in case the worst happened. 

While at a grocery store one night in January 2016 we got into a discussion that turned 

into an argument over why we were there. It was a ridiculous, frivolous, purposeless argument 

that only grew as we drove home. Once home, we continued the argument and it escalated into a 

heated debate. I told him to calm down, he looked at me . . . 

 

He picked up a pot, threw it across the kitchen, into the sink and yelled, 

“I’m tired of being calm!”  

A telling sign for sure. At long last I listened to my instincts. I was over the excuses to stay, I 

was over listening to him berate me for little things he could easily fix himself, I was over him, I 

was over us, I was over putting my identity into a dead relationship. I was void of compassion, 

empathy, or love.  

I was bereft. 

During the last couple of months I had been putting money aside in an old purse that I 

knew he would never go through. That same month, only a couple days after that fight, I dropped 

him off at work and came home with a mission on my mind: pack everything that was mine in 

our new Jeep and leave for good. I left him a note explaining why I left, I contacted our billings 

(electric, cable, entertainment, etc.) and asked them politely to remove my name and my personal 

information from the accounts, I sent a letter to our landlady detailing the past five years of our 

relationship and that from here on out he was solely responsible for the rent and property. As I 

was packing the car our neighbor came outside, a young single female, and asked, “Are you guys 

moving?!” 

“No, I’m leaving him,” I replied bluntly. 

“Oh.. is it because of the … did he hurt you?” 

“Yeah..” 

 



“Yeah, cause sometimes I would hear you guys fighting and I thought of calling the 

cops.” 

I thanked her and told her she wouldn’t be seeing me again. That does bring up an 

interesting point, though. By now the phrase, “if you see something, say something” is common. 

Let’s employ, “If you hear something, say something,” as part of being a good neighbor. I don’t 

blame her in not wanting to get involved, we lived in a tough city, and regardless of the city it’s 

always uncomfortable to get in the middle of a physical dispute. One time we were in SF and he 

had attacked me in front of a couple passing by. I apologized to them because heaven forbid their 

night be ruined, the guy shrugged and said, “it happens,” and kept walking. It seemed no one 

wanted to get hurt themselves. Outside of a mall in Marin I witnessed a man, after yelling at his 

wife, throw their keys more than halfway across the parking lot. I froze. I wanted to help her and 

her little boy get away from him but I was also afraid of what the man might do if I inserted 

myself. It is certainly a difficult situation to be in for everyone except the abuser. One thing we 

can all do is get our authority’s attention. Yes, you’ll feel like an assumptive nark. Ask yourself, 

though, how you would feel if you knew that woman got a black eye that night? If you heard 

gunshots an hour later? We don’t need to risk our own lives but we do need to be more aware of 

the dangerous situations our women, children, and animals are in when they’re around an abuser. 

When my ex asked me for a ride home the day that I was leaving, I suggested he get a 

ride from a guy who lives in our neighborhood. He immediately asked me if I was leaving him. I 

said yes. I only openly admitted this to him because even if he left work that second, I still had a 

half an hour before he could find me, and he didn’t know where my sister’s new house was, 

which is where I was going. 

I texted his friends from the North bay and explained the situation, I also expressed my 

concern that he may harm himself. They came to comfort him that night. Such gentlemen. Over 

the next couple of months I filed for divorce and we both seemed to acclimate to singlehood 

easily. The divorce paperwork, though simple and not outrageously expensive, took me months 

to complete and submit because every time I looked at the papers, my eyes blurred and my mind 

couldn’t comprehend the directions. With the aid of my Mom, I was able to file. I received final 

 



divorce papers in September 2016. As a last stitch effort earlier that year, I agreed to go to 

couples therapy but I wasn’t sure why I was going.  

During our second session the therapist said, “It seems as though one of you is here for 

exit therapy and the other one wants to work on the relationship.”  

I indicated that I wanted exit therapy where he would have a chance to say anything else 

that was on his mind before we never saw each other again. He stormed out of the room. The 

therapist eventually went after him. He continued to see the doctor for another 3 months then 

complained it was too expensive so he stopped. It seems my decision to leave was the wiser one. 

We reconciled any left over accounts during which he was very compliant. I was incredibly 

fortunate that he wasn’t contending and was being fair. I am also very fortunate I had an 

alternative, free living situation. 

 

Bereft 

 

My sister had just bought her first house with her husband. I hated to impede on their new 

nest but I was and am eternally grateful for their generosity. I was welcomed open-armed with 

no expectation to move out quickly. In these past few years I had developed a drinking habit, or 

problem, depending on how you would define it. I call it a habit since I was unable to quit yet I 

didn’t get drunk every time I drank. It got progressively worse when I moved out of her house, I 

spent nearly all my money on going out and had to move back into her house within two months 

of living on my own.  

I was ashamed. I was alone. I had little to no feelings left but I was crying, bawling, 

everyday. I was depressed. I was sad. I was fiercely angry. I was also unpredictable when it came 

to my moods. I wanted to run away. I wanted to harm myself at times. I thought things for my 

family would be better without me. I wanted to escape. I fantasized about seeing him and saying 

all the things I should have said, unleashing my anger on him. I was embarrassed for having to 

move back to my sister’s. I felt helpless. I felt hopeless. I felt inadequate. I felt like a loser. I felt 

like a child. I strongly felt like a burden. I could fill this page with my feelings from that moment 

 



in my history but you understand I was swirling with emotions, all the time, they were right at 

the surface, ready to burst at any given moment.  

In an effort to help you understand the PTSD (post-traumatic stress disorder) aspects, 

allow me to describe my brother-in-law. He’s decidedly alpha male but he’s also 

non-threatening. He’s welcoming, extremely hospitable, goal and solution oriented, and fervently 

loves his family. He is also typically very vocal and clear with my sister about his expectations 

within their partnership, and she is too. They’re an amazing match who reciprocate every move 

the other one makes - he sacrifices time by working 50+ hours a week and she fights for her son 

at his school to make sure he’s in the proper programs and activities they’ve mutually decided 

would be best for him. They have the most healthy relationship I have seen to date and it 

especially helped me to live with them and witness first hand their model so I could reference it 

in the future when the time comes for me to date seriously again.  

One day, my sister and I were talking in the kitchen where there was a pile of dishes. I 

had no idea there was an expectation on his part that she would do the dishes, I’m not certain she 

knew there was an expectation the dishes would be done before he got home so he could cook 

dinner. Regardless, he came home and after saying hi he immediately asked her why the dishes 

weren't done. She explained we had been talking and it got away from her. They came to the 

conclusion that she would do them really quickly and he would begin dinner. Done. It was a 

calm discussion that lasted two minutes.  

I literally burst into tears the moment he asked about the dishes. I ran into my room and 

cried my eyes out. I was expecting dishes to be broken, thrown, voices raised, and possibly 

worse. After I calmed down, I recognized this was a sign that I was experiencing PTSD. The 

realization of the amount of stress and fear my ex instilled in me was too little, too late, he and I 

had already been broken up for months. I wish I had been able to witness the true power of that 

manipulated fear before I spent 11 years with him.  

By summer 2016, my boss who gave me information on families who needed a tutor told 

me even though it’s summertime, I’ll get plenty of work. I did not work comparably to the 

school year. It was unfortunate, I love working with kids. So I went back to the restaurant chain 

that had been my go-to for years. I went back to the location I started at in North bay with a 

 



familiar manager. I started dating again in April 2016, just four months after I left my ex, my 

divorce papers not even filed. To be fair, he was dating, too. I also started job hopping. My 

trajectory in life was a meaningless, meandering muddied map. I prioritized alone time and 

drinking over follow through or goals. I tried being sober but that brought back all of the pain he 

caused me, so I went back to drinking and started to see sobriety as a non-viable option at this 

time.  

I drifted aimlessly. I quit jobs because they weren’t conducive to my newfound 

spontaneous whims. I quit others because I felt they were misleading. I quit some because of 

management. As I would learn much later: erratic, self-destructive, atypical behavior is a 

symptom of PTSD. I didn’t and will never excuse my behavior during this time, I unfortunately 

disappointed a few employers who are good people, but my advice to you is to see a 

professional. If there ever was a time in my life to seek help it would have been at that point. 

Professionals can either give you a positive outlet through therapy or they can give you a 

temporary solution through medication that will at least keep you on an even keel until you can 

manage that keel yourself. Looking back, I think that would have saved me a lot of 

embarrassment and money crises. If you’re not interested in therapy, consider seeing a trauma 

coach or recovery coach. 

Finally I decided 2016 was the year that never happened and I tried to become 

future-minded. In 2017 I felt I was headed in the right direction by entering the world of auto 

sales. This was a wrong assumption. Overall it paid the bills, but some of the men I worked with 

allowed themselves to be fueled by anger just like my ex which did not help my PTSD. I also 

combatted a few unwanted advances which no one except for a select few would understand why 

that would make me or any woman uncomfortable. I enjoyed the company, the atmosphere, and 

most of the people I worked with, so I made a lateral shift into a softer version of sales. I didn’t 

do well here, either. I was also struggling in my dating life. I was having trouble navigating the 

apps, the new world of texting, and dating without actually going on dates. I felt I was 

misunderstood or that my standards were too high for what was considered the new normal: a 

casual dating attitude that frequently stated, “if it develops into a relationship then cool, but I’m 

not going to force anything”. I was used to what would be considered formal dating by today’s 

 



standards. Every guy I dated when I was younger would pick me up, knock on my door, meet my 

parents (yes even on the first date), and then we would go do something together, not just chill 

and not just sit in a car. I tried to encourage the men I liked toward this style of dating but I failed 

and I succumbed to Millennial-style dating.  

 

Rooted 

 

Finally in August 2017 I secured my own apartment. A few short months later I returned 

to church for the first time in almost a decade. In December of 2017 I asked myself when I was 

last truly, naturally happy. I thought about this for a bit and realized it was when I was 18 and 

had just returned from South Africa. I thought, I am going to become that 18 year old again - 

what did she do, what did she think, who did she hang out with, etc. One of the major ideas here 

was to become abstinent from any distracting behavior: no dating, no swearing, and no drinking. 

See my minibook, “You Quitter!”, to find out how I became craving free and stayed sober within 

two days.  

Also, I knew I wanted to help others, specifically women in trauma. So first, I got 

involved with my new church and asked where I could volunteer. The volunteer coordinator 

hooked me up with the events and fundraising committee and I was able to begin my first step 

toward helping others again. Next, I started praying God would show me a ministry in which He 

wanted me involved. In accordance with the advice given to me by the volunteer coordinator, I 

looked into other local organizations doing what I wanted to do. I could find some non-profits 

offering various facets of my vision but no one doing the whole idea. By February I had most of 

the vision down, then by August almost the entire sight was brought to light, but the full scope of 

this will be revealed to the public in 2019, so stay tuned!  

At this point, I decided I needed to get out of the auto industry for a few reasons, part of it 

was because it was stressing me out and I simply didn’t want more compounded stress. I tried 

my hand at two other sales positions as well and unfortunately nothing panned out well, either 

the conditions were not as advertised or the earned pay wasn’t sustainable. I feel as though all of 

my prior work experience has led me to this moment to coach women who are survivors of 

 



abuse, I help them set and achieve goals, gain clarity on their life’s path, and help them reconnect 

with themselves. I also run a women’s group where we discuss how to lead a balanced life.  

I will point out here that moving into my own place - no roommates, no boyfriends, no 

pets - has been extremely cathartic. My independence, decisiveness, and self worth has slowly 

but surely returned to teenage-like levels. I am free to work on chakra balancing without 

interruption or judgement - especially healing the throat and sacral chakras. Since I’ve been able 

to decorate the way I want to and not for an angry guy who’s favorite colors were red and black, 

I have found self-expression in this medium to be very reflective of my state of mind. I have 

been choosing brighter, more feminine colors and textiles that truly represent me. Creating your 

own space (not necessarily a whole apartment) after experiencing trauma such as the 

aforementioned is imperative to your healing.  

My next book, entitled, The Evolution of Wo, will go over in depth how to get from 

being curled up in a ball on the floor to taking your first step to finding or developing your 

passions in life and becoming a more complete woman. If you’re interested in being coached by 

me please drop me a line, I would be more than happy to help you realize and accomplish a few 

milestones with you. I will also speak with anyone who is trying to navigate the murky waters of 

helping a friend who is going through trauma.  

Like I said before I am a person who believes in the possibility and the importance of 

rapid growth. I have grown leaps and bounds in this past year merely because of two reasons: 1) 

becoming sober; 2) returning to a spiritual body, aka church, that nourishes my soul. I have 

found a massive amount of healing just by going back to church. In the past year I have returned 

to my old self, the self that lives to help others. I feel as though I have been given my life back. 

As a matter of fact, at 28 I told my parents I thought I would die young, I thought I would die at 

32 because everything was black when I tried to picture or envision anything in my future 

beyond that age, but I could picture life up until that age. That was the age I left my ex husband. 

As soon as I left him, I felt as though all of those 11 dark years were lifted, gone, and eventually 

forgiven. I am eternally grateful that I left. I am finally free to be whole. This is my hope for you 

or the person you’re trying to help: that everyone becomes whole. 

 

 



 

 

 

 


